POPULAR TALES

after the companions I had left; I could see neither men,
animals, nor any trace of vegetation in the sandy desert. I
had no resource but, weary as I was, to measure back my
footsteps, which were imprinted in the sand.

c I slowly and sorrowfully traced them as my guides in this
unknown land. Instead of yielding to my indolent inclinations,
I ought, however, to have made the best of my way back,
before the evening breeze sprang up. I felt the breeze rising,
and, unconscious of my danger, 1 rejoiced, and opened ray
bosom to meet it; but what was my dismay when I saw that
the wind swept before it all trace of my footsteps in the sand.
I knew not which way to proceed ; I was struck with despair,
tore my garments, threw off my turban, and cried aloud j but
neither human voice nor echo answered nie. The silence was
dreadful. I had tasted no food for many hours, and I now
became sick and faint. I recollected that I had put a supply of
opium into the folds of my turban ; but, alas 1 when I took my
turban up, I found that the opium had fallen out. I searched
for it in vain on the sand where I had thrown the turban.

< I stretched myself out upon the ground, and yielded without,
further struggle to my evil destiny. What I suffered front
thirst, hunger, and heat, cannot be described! At last I frll
into a sort of trance, during which images of various kinds
seemed to flit before my eyes. How long I remained in this
state I know not; but 1 remember that I was brought to my
senses by a loud shout, which carne from persons belonging to
a caravan returning from Mecca. This was a shout of joy for
their safe arrival at a certain spring, well known to them in
this part of the desert.

'The spring was not a hundred yards from the spot when:
I lay ; yet, such had been the fate of Muracl the Unlucky, that,
he missed the reality, whilst he had been hours in pursuit of
the phantom. Feeble and spiritless as I was, I sent forth as
loud a cry as I could, in hopes of obtaining assistance ; and I
endeavoured to crawl to the place from which the voices
appeared to come. The caravan rested for a considerable
time whilst the slaves filled the skins with water, and whilst
the camels took in their supply. I worked myself on towards
them; yet, notwithstanding my efforts, I was persuaded that,
according to my usual ill fortune, I should never be able lo
make them hear my voice. I saw them mount their camels !
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